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The Pancer
at the
@ abarin

By Foarp Goberts Rinebact
llustrated by T. A. Johnstone.
Copyrighted, 1913, by the Newspaper

Enterprise Association.
It was New Year's KEve at the
Tabarin in Vienna,
in the center of the long room the
girl from Budapest was dancing. She

Bal

was a tall girl, lithe and supple, and !

she da’s to a clamor of little bells
—bells arvund her waist, bells conceal-
ed that rinkled as she swayed, and
protested shrilly when she leaped. Her
sensuous dancing pleased the crowd;
y¥'# she ceased, smiling, with a flash
of dark eves, and white teeth, a tipsy
officer in uniform presented her with
a glass of champagne.

The wild Hungarian music rioted.
The musicians, in red coats, with
swarthy faces, played furiously. With
the pear approach of midnight, a
frenzy seized the crowd. The mer-
riment of the carnival was giving
place to something less innocent. A
man in a loge drank from a woman's
slipper.

Behind the bar, at the top of the
steps leading from the boxes to the
main floor, an English barmaid was
sharpening a lead pencil.

A thin young American girl in a
dancing dress stood beside her, leaning
both elbows on the bar and surveying
the scene with frank curiosity.

“Look at the diamond collar on that
woman over there with the bandeau!”
she said. ‘Seems to me diamond col-
lars are taking the places of neck-
laces this winter.”

“I'm glad you spoke of that, Tilly.”
The barmaid yawned and her
pencil in her hair. 1 some
of my stuff made over.”

Tilly's eves had gone back again
the woman with the bandeau.

“l wonder,” she reflected, “how I'd
look with a black velvet collar like
that and a paste buckle on {it. I'm so
infernally thin!”

Tilly said “infernally.” There is
strong reason to believe that she would
have said “damnably” had it occurred
to her. The world had not been kind
to Tilly in her nineteen years, and
although she was still sound and fine,
there were scratghes on her social
veneer. Stranded in Europe by the
failure of a roving company, in which
she had belonged to the chorus, Tilly
had refused with loathing the means
many of the girls had chosen to get
pack, and had drifted into the cabarets
as the best of a bad job.

For three months now she had becn
{a part of the night life of the city,
a dancer at .the Tabarin, a familiar
figure to rounders, an enigma to the
other girls of the cabaret. For Tilly
showed a curious willingness to live
on her forty kronen a week salary, a
hitherto unknown tendency to
her own business, and an
that
the language. .

stuck
have

to

To-night,
Tilly’s eyes,
revellers, wete
¥or her contract at the Tabarin
pired that night, and she had every
reason to believe that it
renewed,

Tilly’s innocence was not

this Silversterabend,
she stared over the
somewhat clouded.

on
as

ed. Her graceful dancing, totally lack-

ing in fire or sensuality, made ho ap-|
the!

peal to the satiated
Bal Tabarin; her
them.
tight and tried to kiss her, whereat
Tilly had bitten his hand until it bled.

habitues of
aloofness irritated

mind
aloofness |
was helped by her ignorance of}

Weininger, the proprietor, had
stormed in German, and Tilly gather-
ing something of his meaning, and
desperately alone, had done her best.
She had shortened her shabby skirts,
and, even after a battle royal, con-
sented to dance in her bare feet. The
result was curious, incongruous—Tilly,
dressed like a bacchante, danced her
virginal little dance with shamed,
downcast eyes, a travesty of bacchan-
alia, a child repeating passion by rote.

And now Tilly was at her last ditch.
Before long, at dawn probably, Wein-

inger would dismiss her—not pay her
off, for Tilly had drawn her salary
ahead, being given to the aforesaid
riotous living, and having at Christ-
mas. the week bhefore, presented to the
children of the portier at her pension,
the onmly Christmas they had received.

The barmaid was large and very
blonde. To-night, with nothing but
champagne on sale, she was not busy,
having only the waiter’s checks to look
after. She pinned a pink rose in her
hosom, and looked at Tilly with not
unfriendly eyes.

“Have you seen Weininger?” she
asked. “He was looking for you.”

“I'm right here when he wants
me.” Tilly's tone was defiant. :

“Take it from me,” the pbarmaid said,
“you do what he wants. Yo_u're a
long ways from home, kid. You can
dance all right. But yog've got to
put some slap into it to-night if you
want to hold your job. You dance like
a Sunday school!”

She pushed Tilly toward t»lw stf*DS
with a kindly contempt. But Tilly
turned, speaking over her thin shoul-
der:

“Tell Weininger, for me, .
he ~+vil'" she said, and advances
Elloxfli(‘;z;(jlxyl' on her bare toes to the top
of the half dozen stairs lead_mg down
to the floor. And, lingering there,
her indifferent eyes fell on the loge

to go to

THE LONDON ADVERTISER, SATURDAY, JANUARY

across and met those of one of 1'h\:
men. He was watching her, and nf)V\
he smiled. Tilly smiled back at h.xm;
with a flash of amusement in her lrxsh;
eyes. e ' t

“What a pretty little dancer. su._ul
the woman in the box. “She looks
Irish, doesn’t she?”

“American, I think;
‘n a moment.” i

The young man who had smiled at
Tilly bent over and selected somece
flowers from the mass on the table.
F'rom across, Tilly watched him sobe.r-
ly. First he held up a red rose, smil-
ing over it at her. Then he :uidmdf
to it a white carnation and held both
up

Fiwally, after much searching, he
four:1 a blue violet. and with a little
air of triumph, extended the red, white
and blue cluster. Tilly smiled again,
showing her small teeth, and nodded
vigorously. !

“She looks like Botticelli’s Spring!”i
said the woman in the box. “How ex- |
quisitely proportioned she is, and look
at her feet! Did you ever see such |
beautiful feet?” |
The younger man said nothing, but?

bent forward, watching Tilly. !
“She looks quite—nice, too.” The '
woman again: “What a horrible place
for her to be!”

The older man laughed and signalled
the waiter for more champagne.'
“These cabaret girls are all alike-—i
bad clear through. But some of them
are like that—little devils with the
eyes of saints.” |

And when she finished, without a

I'l1l tell you in

1Py

he

ex- |

would not be

A man one night had held Tilly,
' Then she went back to bed until the

glance at the man in the box, she
gathered her rouge and her brokcn'
mirror from under the bar, and dis-|
daining Weininger’s fury, she shook
the dust of the Bal Tabarin from her

ignorance.  feet.
She knew why she was to be dismiss- |

« = =

slept late the next morning.
She crawled out into her cold room
and put a handful of coal in the tile
stove, lighting it with kindlings the
size of matches and a bit of paper.

Tilly

fire should make an impression on the

! shoulders,

i .
been a fool. and she knew it.

temperature of the cold room, and sit-
ting up, with her ulster around her
she examined her feet.
hey were covered with scratches
from the rose thorns of the night be-
fore, and one toe had been badly cut
by glass. Not enly that, but a streak
of red ran from the toe up to the arch
of Tilly’'s foot. Tiilly looked at it in

. dismay.

The flowers and her bad foot, and
not having had her coffee yet, which

! is enough to make the strongest soul

pallid, got rather on her nerves. She
put the egg inside the stove to cook,
and then she sat down, with her ulster
over her nightgown, and looked the
said pallid soul in the face. She had
If she
had pleased Weininger last night, he
would have looked after her until her
foot got better.

Tilly crowded a shoe over her aching
foot, put on her ulster, gathered up
her’ Shabby little muff, and limped
out. She had not a krone to her
name, and she was a vague but suf-

' ficient number of miles—somewhere in |

the thousands—from home.

Shé “went to the Prater that after-
noon, and sat on a bench watching the
carriages go by. .

At dusk an officer in uniform, saun-
tering by, stopped and looked at her.
Then he said something in German;
Tilly was glad she did not understand.
She looked past him frigidly, and he
went on, shrugging his shoulders. He
had only asked her if she was cold
and would like a cup of coffee, but
Tilly was in arms against the world.

At ten o'clock that night Tilly limp-
ed to the Bal Tabarin and asked to
see the barmaid. The doorkeeper
would not admit her, and said roughly
in bad English that the barmaid was
not there. Tilly did not believe him.
She staggered away, back to her bench
in the park, and lapsed into a sort of
stupor frora cold and discouragement.

HE HAD TAKEN PERHAPS
FIGURE STEPPED OUT FROM TH
PUT A TIMID HAND ON HIS ARM

It was almost
policeman
move on.

A
E

midnight when a
roused her and made her
She was acutely wretched.
Long before she had unfastened the
buttons, but the torture of the swol-
len toe persisted. She was not starv-
ing, but she was weak with hunger
and numb with cold. Still, her de-
termination did not give way. All
that was gone was her perspective;
she could see only two ways out of her
wretchedness, and one was unthink-
able. The other—?
She turned toward the
and made her way
a snow-covered path.
ing with fright, but her determination
held. There were only two ways out.
This was one, the other being unthink-
able. She said over and over, me-
chanically, ‘“I'll die first.” She even
heard herself saying it.
And so, limping and
reached the bank of the Prater lake.
She would not look at the water.
She put her muff on the ground, and
tried with her stiff fingers to take out
her hatpins. She was past thinking;
certainly there was no reason for sav-
ing the hat. And then, ~uddenly, her
eves fell on the lake, and she broke
into choking, hysterical, laughter.
This way was closed. The lake was
frozen, solid.

Prater lake
there slowly along
She was shak-

shivering, she

. ¥ =
Having seen his sister and her hus-

DOZEN STEPS WHEN A SLIM
SHADOW OF THE BUILDING AND

band off for the opera, Sullivan had
his evening free. He went to a
theatre and found his meagre knowl-
edge of German. complicated by the
atrocious Wiener dialect, inadequate.
Had he been quite frank with himself,
he would have acknowledged that he
was only passing the time until the
Bal Tabarin opened after the opera.

Sullivan had thought at frequent in-
tervals during the day, of Tilly Reilly

not, of course, that he called her Til-
ly Reilly He had thought mostly
of her eyes, eyes that did not belong
to the Bal Tabarin, eyes that smiled
frankly into his, eyes that had dropped
demurely as she danced.

Sullivan went to the Bal Tabarin
very early. Instead of a loge, he
took a table near the center of the
room, and sat back, smoking a cig-
arette and watching the place fill up.

He watched with more eagerness
than he would have cared to admit
for Tilly. With the informality of
the cabaret, the performers lounged
around the doorways or mixed with the
crowd.

The Apache dancers did their turn,
with much pulling and twisting, much
flying of skirts and revealing of hide-
ous lingerie and thick cotton sm(‘kings.
A colored boy, fresh from Georgia,
sang ragtime to the mad enthusiasm
of the crowd, but Tilly did not appear.

A<
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Sullivan ordered tobacco arother pint
of white wine. The atmosphere was
reeking; the incessant uproar of the
orchestra got on his nerves. When it
became clear that the program had

reached its end. and was about to re-
peat, Sullivan got up and sauntered
to the bar. He had seen Tilly talking
to the barmaid the night before.
But the barmaid was a different one,
a black-haired French girl. She said
with a shrug of her shoulders, that
the Fraulein was krank, and was not
there tonight. She knew nothing of
Tilly, and made poor work of under-
standing him. In a sort of rage of
disappointment, he got his hat and
overcoat, and left the building.
He refused a cab. A fine

snow was falling in the narrow streets.
At the corner, a woman was standing,
head bent to the storm, looking, in
the wind, like some gray night bird,
waiting and ominous. With a shudder
of disgust, Sullivan buttoned up his
coat and turned to start.

He had taken perhaps a dozen steps
when a slim figure stepped out from
the shadow of the building, and put
a timid hand on his arm. Sullivan
stopped sharply and shook off the
hand. The light from a street lamp,
at that moment, by some caprice of
the wind, cleared of snow, fell on the
girl’s face. It was Tilly, Tilly, quiv-
ering, as white as chalk.

-Sullivan faced her, almost as white
as she. When she saw him, or per-
haps before she saw him, the horror
of what she was doing came over the
girl like a cloud

“Mother of God!” she gasped, and
turning, ran, with all the speed of her
cold limbs and aching feet, down the
street, with Sullivan after her.

He overtook her in a dozen strides,
caught her by the shoulder and wheel-
ed her about to face him. Even in
that instant, his anger had turned to
pity.

“I'm not going to hurt you, child.”
he said. “I am only—what are you
doing out here in the storm?”

Tilly swayed somewhat and closed
her eyes. Desperate as she was, she
felt the shaken depths in the man’s
voice.

“l am going to take

white

you home.”

Tilly stirred at that.

“Home!" The word brought bitter-
ness with it. She jerked her arm free.
“You let me go!” she cried, shrilly.
“J¢ | want to go to the devil, it’'s my
business, isn’t it? I don’'t want pity.
I oniv want to be let alone.”

Sullivan looked down at her. His
eves were still kind, but something
had faded out of them; perhaps it was
faith that had gone.

“To think,” he said
last night I thought—I
sworn that you—"

And at that, without warning, Tilly
burst into loud, hysterical sobbing.

“1 never did it in my life before!”
she choked. “Never! Never!”

The snow was falling heavily now.
Out of the white wall an occasional
cab emerged to lose itself a moment
later. Laughter and music, and the
rhythm of dancing feet, came through
doors that opened and shut. In the
night city, no one is curious: each is
intent on his own affairs. And so,
undisturbed. Sullivan let Tilly ery out
her tortured young soul on his shoul-
der.

After a time she grew quieter.
hardly knew what to do. He
take her to his sister—meant to, of
course—but not at that hour of the
night. He must get her under shel-
ter somewhere, Asked where she
lived, she said “Nowhere,” and told

“that
have

slowly,
would

He
could

the cabman, with a leer, suggested
The character of the place troubled
Sullivan no whit. He wanted to see
the girl comfortable, and fed, and more
than all, mentally normal again.
There was no lift. He and o' portier
assisted her up the stairs, and laid her
on a bed in a tawdry littie room. Al-
though it was after two in the morn-
ing. the portier hromght some hot soup

room, liabrary, den, etc.
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FRAMED AND UNFRAMED—Suitable for drawing-

FANCY PHOTO FRAMES

All sizes, styles and prices, from...........60¢ upward
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to Call

Stenographers Answer

of the Orient

Soldiers of fortune have woven ro-
mances. Now comes the stenogranher
of fortune, clicking out romance and
adventure in the Orient. She is a typi-

‘{cal American girl with spirit and dar-

ing that makes foreigners criticize vet
admire her, and at the same time
genuinely feminine.

You will find her in every port along
the route from Yokohama to Port Said
and Cairo, the route so well known to
those who have heard and obeyed the
“Kast a-calling.” It includes Kobe and
Nagasaki, Shanghai, Hiong-Kong, Man-
ila. Sinapore. Colombo. In €hiha you
will find her as “» north as Pekin and
inland to Hankow.

At the height of the revolution in
China. and at the beginning of the
siege of Hankow., an American fi-m in
the trading ' usiness ir that city had
its mor+*hly col'a~tions. amou-’''ng to
thousands of dollars tn cash and
checks, on hand. The city was prac-
tically cut off from cutside communi-
cation and business was at a stand-
still. In view of a probable sackif®
of the city the only way t» save .the
firm’s money was to get it to a bank
in Shanghai.

When it was realized tuat all the
men of the company. members of the
Hankow volunteer corps, must stay to
aid in the protection of the foreign
settlement. Miss Edna Lod;rel.1 the

4 rapher. Vvolunteered to
?nﬂ: tlsée“t%p. 5 When she declared
that for her own protection she would
try to reach Shanghai anyway the
members of the firm gave in and
agreed to send her with the monev.

With one of the Chinese compradors
and a coolie from the office*whom they
believed theyv could trust they started
her with $6,000 in currency and about
$14,000 in checks on what at best
would be a three or four day trip down
the Yangste-kiang.

In the company’s launch they travel-
ed a day and a half down the river.
successfully evading the rebel soldiers
who were watching the river. Then
something went wrong with the en-
gines, and when he failed to make re-
pdirs after an hour or so tinkering the
pani¢-stricken comprador fled. He did
not neglect, however, to take a service
revolver they had with them. and the

ot

stenographer was left with a
“ 4‘ e ~— m z x IW» -ai

Braved a Three Days* Journey.

As she said afterwards, she simply
bullied the coolie into going on foot
with her a fer miles to the nearest
little river village, where they man-
aged to get ponies of the small wiry
Chinese breed. On these they headed
for Nankin, where sho knew they cculd
count on the railroad line being still
in operation.

A few hours after starting overland
she remembered that under the stress
of the moment she had deserted the
launch without taking a supply of for-
eign food. As a result she was forced
to make a three-dav saddle journey
to Nankin, living practically on beans
and rice, the only f--d they could
count on getti~o from the natives.
She did it, however, and in constint
fear that ey mie'-t run into a rov-
ing band eof rebels she bullied the rool-
ie into g iding her c¢on Nankin.

Rewarded With Trip.

At that place she f und the rail-
road still open and a few ' Hurs later
reached the Shanghal office of her firm.
For a reward the firm offered to vay
the expenses of a six months’ vacation
to the United States and back.. She
said she would rather go via Suez and
see Europe, and they agreed. Now she
.;:.S in the Yokohama office of the same

ro.

Yokohama is ultra-English in social
atmosphere. Out of the comvparatively
small community of foreigners the
guest list to social functions on the
Bluff, the beautiful residential section
back of the ecity. is rigidly made ub.
Stenographers usuallyv are not on the
list. but one. a stenozrapher in one of
the banks, was made an exception. Six
menths after she had been transferred
from the Manila branch of the concern
a burst of tempef led to the discovery
of systematic stealing that had been
going on in the bank for eight months.

ILike the majoritv of firms in Japan
and China, the bank employved com-
pradors. Chinamen who could be ‘rust-
ed in the handling of money. One in
particular., an old man. shuffled around
with an air of Oriental indifference
that grated on the American girl from
Manila. ;

Discovered Chinaman’s System.
 One day In her work she found it
necessary to have one of the account
books from the vaults in order to cony

he sent one of t

prador to bring it. After waiting some
little while and the book not appearing
she sent again. She sent a third re-
quest. which met with equal indiffer-
ence.
Irritated.
rooms to get it
Chinaman going
with a tray of coins in paper wrabp-
pings. When to her fourth request he
merely affected not to 1

went the inner
herself. met the
into one of the vaults

to
She

she

hear she losi
her temper and seizing him by the arm
gave him a good shaking. The com-
bination of this and his astonishment
tipped the tray and ‘several rolls of
coins dropped to the cement floor.

The paper on one roll burst. - Out
rolled several 50 sen pleces and a lot
of one sen coppers, which are of the
same size as the silver 50 sen pieces.
Realizing the fraud in an instant the
girl rushed to the cashier’s office. while
the compr~dor fled the building. He
was captured an hour ater in the na-
tive section of the city and confessed
that for months from time to time he
had been opening rolls of 50 sen pieces
stored as cash reserve in the vaults
and substituting the one sen Dpieces.
At the ends of each rcll he vlaced one
of two of the original silver nieces.
and when the rolls were superficially
checked up from time to time the fraud
passed undetected. He bad managed
to make way with some 8000 ven, all
of which had gone for gambling.

The comprador was sent to Negishi
prison. while the s:enographer was
thanked bv the manager. received a
raise in salary and was invited to his
home to meet his wife. She hecame
interested in the girl and would have
made her a social nrote2e in the face
of Yokohama conventions: but the
girl. wise in spite of her being a “grif -
fin” accepted informal invitations and
firmly refused those formal affairs at
the home on the Bluff.

It is a long wayv to bring stenogra-
phers out from home to the Orient on
contracts, with the result that the
American stenogravhers who have had
experience in the far east alwavs are
in demand. The fact that good sten-
ographers are few and far between
led to a feud betweén the manaegers

of two American firms in Tokio that
now is history.

-~
“FAIR INEZ.”
Mrs. Inez Milholland Boissevain is back
in New York. as enthusiastic a suffragist
as ever Four days after landing she

was guest of homor at a reception atj.
the headquarters of the W. P. U. On}

being asked whether Mr. Boissevain was

a suffragist, she answered, ‘“Why, all his

relatives are fighting for votes over in

olland. and the Dutch women are eo-{
0. get mizhty soou. too.™

her brief little story between dryv sobs.‘, shining eyes.
He took her to a small hotel which{ slipped forward and.

®

and Sullivan, drawing up a chair, fed
her by spoonfuls,

Tilly lay back with closed eyes and
open, childish mouth. When the soup
was done, she looked at Sullivan grat-
fully. i

“l didn't know there were men like
you in the world.” She held out her
hand to him, and he took it between
both of his. ‘

*“] thought all men were rotters.”
she said, sighing happily. “You—
you're the best man I have ever
known.” Sullivan flushed uncomfor-
tably.

“] guess the average is higher than
you think,” he said. ‘“‘Sure you are
warm enough?”

“¥Fine.”

“Foot feel better?”

“It aches—some,” she admitted.

“Don’t you think you'd beiter take
off your shoe and look at it?”

“I will—"" she hesitated. *“If you will
turn your back.

Sullivan gravely went to the win-
dow and stood, his back to her, while
she took off her shoe with a sigh of
relief, and then her stocking. The
foot was swollen. “It looks pretty bad.
Would you—perhaps you'd Dbetter
look and see if it is poisored@?”’

Sullivan came over and looked down

judicially. Then he stooped and poked

lightly at the swelling with awkward
fingers. “It looks bad enough, poor
little foot!” he said gently. “We'll
have a doctor to look at it in the
morning.”

*1 can't
can’t dance
quivered.

Sullivan looked at her.

“What if you can’t dance

Tilly met his eyes.

“I'll starve to death,” she said sim-
ply.

She went to sleep almost immedi-
ately after that, one arm thrown up
over her head, the other across her
childish breast., Sullivan towered the
light, creaking around on his toes to
avold waking her. Then he drew a
chair close beside the bed, and sat
looking at her, at her eye-lids, blue-
veined and black-lashed, at the purity
of her mouth, the sweetness and char-
acter of her chin, at the swollen foot,
lyving on a pillow, with the fine
scratches on the And, with the
intuition that comes to a man
surely because seldom, 8Sullivan
knew that the scratches were all of
evil that Tilly had carried away from
the Bal Tabarin.

Heavy footsteps outside on the cor-
ridor threatened to rouse the girl from
her sleep. He rose and stood looking
down at her. He had an impulse to
stoop and Kkiss her con the forehead.
but he did not. Instead, he carried his
chair into the hall and sat down, sen-
tinel fashion, just outside the door.

The light from a gas lamp wavered
in the draft, faintlv illuminating
stone stairs, with their twisted
baluster. Laughter and music came
up the staircase well, but he heard
neither. His thoughts had gone ahead
to a future in which this girl, this wait
he had gathered from the streets,
should have her part: to take her back
to the homeland, to care for her and
cherish her, to see her growing inte
that purity of womanhood that was
her birthright, and then, perhaps. somn@
day to go to her and ask for her lovae-e

“If -I
chin

lose it,”
again.

wistfully.
I—" Her

are

again?

sole.
S0
SO

ne
iron

Tilly roused from sleep at dawn, and
!uy a moment, remembering. Then
with her heart beating fast, she limped
to the door and opened it. Outside,
Sullivan was sleeping in his chair, hig
head dropped forward.

Tilly stood looking down at him with
When he slept on, she
dropping on her
put her lips to the
of Sullivan’s New York-made
dress coat. Then, flushed and palpitat-
ing, she fled back to the room, and
stood leaning against the door, trem-
bling, with shining eyes.

“You dear!” she whispered to tha
door panel. “You dear! I'm dippy
about you!"”

{THL £ND.)

knees silently,
sleeve
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PEEVISH, GONSTIPATE

GHILBAEN
NIR SYRUP OF FiGo™

Harmless “Fruit Laxative”

Cleanses -Stomach, Liver
"and Bowels.

Look at the tongue, mother! If
coated, it is a sure sign that your little
one’s stomach, liver and bowels need a
gentle, thorough cleansing at once.

When peevish, cross, listless, pale,
doesn’t sleep, eat or act naturally, or is
feverish, stomach sour, breath bad, has
stomach ache, sore throat, diarrhoea,
full of cold, give a teaspoonful of “Cali-
fornia Syrup of Figs,” and in just a

all the
undigested
moves out
you have

few hours
waste,
gently
and
again,
You needn’'t coax sick children
take this harmless fruit laxative;
love its deliclous taste and it
makes them feel splendid.

Ask vour druggist for a 50-ecent bot-
tle of “California Syrup of Figs,” whick
has directions for babies, children of ali
ages, and for grown-ups plainly on
each bottle. Beware of counterfeits
sold heras. Get the genuine, made hy
“California Fig Syrup Company.” Re-
fuse any other kind with contempt

foul, constipated
food and sour
of its little bowels
well, playful child

bile

a

they
always

at least 40 per cent cheaper
country.

TRICITY (Violet Ray).
derful things,

OPOPOPO PO POHPOHO

PHONE 2336.
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NOTICE!
§1,000.00 IN CASH!

If we can’t make Wigs for ladies and gentlemen, Also Dolls’
Wigs in all shades, shapes or forms. Don’t pay fancy prices
for same. We guarantee to manufacture any kind of work

than any other house in the

WE TREAT HAIR BY HIGH FREQUENCY ELEC-
This machine does the most won-

WE MAKE UP COMBINGS.

PROF. MICHEEL

221 DUNDAS STREET
t

bl

You cannot afford brain-befogging headaches,

NA-DRU-CO Headache Wafers

stop them In quick time and clear your head. They
do not contain either phenacetin, acetanilid, morphiue,
opium or any other dangerous drug. 25c. a bex at
'S, L
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